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THE WARHAWKS 6 


Warner Hawk never knew his mom. He was raised 
by his seven dads on their secret Pacific atoll. 
Warner's dads were mercenaries. They won World 
War II single-handed. But it had been all downhill 
since then. They never received the recognition 
they deserved. And that pissed Warner off! 


IDI AMIN 23 " 


Chased by Ratmen, hounded by Muties, evading 
stewpots around every corner, poor Idi had been 
maligned and persecuted. But now his ordeal was 
about to end. He was in America. All he had to 
do was to find a talented surgeon, willing to re- 
store his long-lost, nearly-forgotten manhood! 


SKYLAB 


Krenk and Pousse were simple Titanian Slug- 
blobs, hurtling towards Earth for a weekend of 
sun and sin. Like most Titanian males, Krenk had 
been through this marriage routine before. He had 
copulated twenty-three mates into their graves. 
He prayed that Pousse was made of sterner stuff! 


MUTANT WORLD 43° 


The sentinels who guarded the thick steel doors |-4 
of the mammoth underground complex, were 
bored. They saw the mutant as a source of lively 
fun. But Dimento fooled them. He was no fun at 
all. He had only one thing on his dimly-lit mutant 
mind: A pretty and very top-heavy. young girl! 


TWILIGHTS END 512m 


I must have been a sap volunteering for the 
assignment. I mean, I could have been on Hal- 
cyon hobnobbing with the upper crust, or taming ¥ 
the tiger-women of Triffid. But no! Like an ass, I 
opted for the money and drew a weekend in the 
boonies, taming a world still wet behind the ears! 


REX HAVOC 61 


The ferocious Rex Havoc stomped boldly into Af- 
rica’s deepest wilds, met at every turn by snakes, 
crocodiles and man-eating plants who would 
sooner eat your leg off than to look at you. He 
would not be swayed from his holy quest. He 
sought the immoral one: She-who-must-be-okay! 


incoming edlanister 


FROM 1984 
TO ETERNITY? 


arren’s new magazine 
1984, isn’t so new any- 
more. It’s been around 


for a full year now. And I must say 
that it has been a very impressive 
first year, indeed. 

Most new raagerines seem to 
flounder for the first year or so of 
publication, seeking out. both 
direction and identity. But 1984 
has boldly striven forth, plodding 
bravely into the wasteland of the 
future, exploiting and exploring 
the possibilities of tomorrow as 
quite no other magazine has 
before. 

I can’t say that I've always 
agreed with some of the pro- 
phecies foretold in your stories. I 
don't really believe that Idi Amin 
will single-handedly cause the 
downfall of the human race. Nor 
can I accept a future peopled with 
slimy groaties and functional illit- 
erates like Rex Havoc. That, how- 
ever, does not make these stories 
any less pleasant to read. 

do prefer, however, 
Clarissas and Dimentos whose be- 
lievability is entrenched a little 
more firmly in probable realities. 
And I enjoy the occasional story 
like “I Wonder Who's Squeezing 
Her Now,” which reaffirms my 
personal belief that social rela- 
tionships of tomorrow will be pret- 
ty much the same as they are to- 


day. 

4 look forward to many more 
years of 1984, and to the endless 
possibilities of alternate futures 
to which the magazine will trans- 
port us with each new issue. 

JORDAN AINSWORTH 
Omaha, Neb. 


1984 magazine has been around 
for five issues already, and I'm 
crazy about it. 

T'll have to admit, however, that 
you had me shook up when issue 
number five was delayed. I 
thought for sure that 1984 (the 
magazine) had been cancelled. 
Please, no more messing around 
like that. I have a frail heart! 

A.L. MINDY 
Chicago, Il. 


1984 #5 was delayed several 
weeks while we switched national 
distributers, A.L. Nothing to 
worry about, though. The maga- 
zine is back on its unswervable 
frequency of six times a year. 
And, as our cover boasts, you can 

jt much more sex, sin and 
immorality in months to come! 


One thing I’ve noticed about 1984; 
you open e issue with a story 
illustrated by Jose Ortiz, and close 
every issue with an offering by 
Abel Laxamana. All of the artists 
in-between seem to have their as- 
signed position in the magazine, 
also. 


This makes for easy reader iden- 
tification. We certainly know 
what to expect even before open- 
ing each new issue of 1984. But 
does this also mean that we won't 
be seeing artists other than those 
who have become ‘regulars’ in 
the short time that 1984 has been 


on the stands? 
LYNN CRELLIN 
Camden, Del. 


Certainly not, Lynn! Warren Pub- 
lishing and 1984 in particular 
take great pride in pul the 
stories and art of the most talent- 
ed people producing comics today, 
whether they have previously ap- 
in our mi es or not. 
hile we do endeavor to maintain 
a@ consistant identity from one 
issue to the next, you will in com- 
ing months be introduced to new 
artists and authors whose work 
we feel meets our rather rigid 
standards of excellence. 


I really enjoy the stories in 1984. 
But I'm continually bothered by 
the vast amounts of lettering that 
proliferate throughout almost 
every panel. 

Hand lettering is so difficult to 
read, and seems both awkward 
and archaic in a m ine pur- 
portedly heralding in the future. 

Wouldn’t a nice modern 
machine-set typeface give your 
otherwise-excellent magazine the 
futuristic look it demands? 

ADRIAN BROXTON 
New York, N.Y. 


As Mork from Ork would say, 
“Whoa! Deja-vu!” 

We've been acutely aware of the 
dated look hand-lettered balloons 
have given our magazine, Adrian. 
But one frankly, we've been 
hesitant to make the switch to 
machine-set type, fearing that the 
end result would look much too 
stilted. 

We've decided to shelve those 
fears for this one test issue, 
however, and give our readers a 
chance to decide what they like 
best: the time-tried look of human 
lettering that we know and love? 
Or its more-modern mechanical 
cousin, making its long-awaited 
debut this issue? 

We would really like to hear 
your views. 


T've seen copies of the first issue 
of 1984 selling at anywhere from 
ten to twenty-five dollars! And 
believe it or not, they're going 
fast, too! 

The mere three dollars you're 
charging in your back issues ad is 
a steal. But I’ve a feeling that your 
supply of back issues won't last 
long and prices for those golden 
oldies will shoot clean through the 


roof. 
JEFF GREENFIELD 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


You just might be right, Jeff. For 
some mysterious reason there's 
been a run on back issues of 1984 
since our back issue ad first ap- 
peared last issue. We're sorry to 
report that copies of issue number 
four are gone forever. And at the 
rate the remaining issues are dis- 
By , it won't be long before 
copies of 1984 will be harder to 
find than the Gutenberg Bible. 


WE LOVE YA, 
BUT SO LONG, IDI! 


Idi Amin is my all-time favorite 
comic character. And your series 
about him isn’t bad either. 

STELLA JACKMAN 
Robeline, La. 


I really love your Idi Amin series. 

Oh, I know the stories are dumb 
and lack action, plot and dramatic 
flair. But the very idea of taking 
no less an illuminary than Idi 
Amin Dada, the biggest asshole in 
an endless stream of political ass- 
holes the world seems to be cultur- 
ing these days, and giving him his 
own funny book series, is sheer 
genius! 

I'm really going to hate to see Idi 
go. I know the man’s days are 
numbered. And when he goes, my 
favorite series can’t be far behind. 

SHARON DELEVAN 
Haverstraw, N.Y. 


We think you'll agree that our tim- 
ing couldn’t be more perfect, 
Shar. Idi bites the dust with this 
issue of 1984 ... in more ways 
than one! 


Boy, just you guys wait! In a cou- 

ple more months you won't have 

Idi Amin to kick around anymore! 
And then will you be sorry! 

JILL LEHUA 

Pahoa, Hawaii 


Hell, we're sorry now! We know 
we're never going to find another 
come book hero as entertaining 
as Id! 


IS 1984 BECOMING A 
PRO-HACK REFUGE? 


I was very pleased to see the excel- 
lent artistic talents of Mike Nas- 
sar in the of your recent 
1984. It’s too , however, that 
his debut in your magazine was 
marred by such a trite, inarticu- 
late script. 

Even Nassar’s excellent art- 
work, superbly enhanced by Alfre- 
do Alcala's brilliant inking, could 
not save a story that should have 
been roundfiled in the idea stage. 

BEN WEISS 
Cartwright, Calif. 


I sincerely doubt that the story 
“The Box" would ever have been 
published if the author were any- 
one other than a ‘‘name” writer in 
the comics industry..Such il- 
literate shit is a graphic example 
of what to expect when you buy a 
man’s name first, and his abilities 

as an afterthought. 
PENNY SCHUYLER 
Morrisonville, Il. 


More and more Marvel and Na- 
tional Comics’ alumni seem to be 
searching out a home in the pages 
of the Warren magazines. And it’s 
very sad. Because next to the War- 
ren regulars these so-called 
“writers” come across looking 
like the true pro-hacks that they 
have been primed to be! 
PERLEY KINLOCH 
Marston, Mo. 


Let me make one thing clear up 
front. There are writers whose 
work I will pay $1.60 to read. And 
there are writers whose rambl- 
ings I would not pay 35¢ to wipe 
my ass with. And never the twain 
shall meet. Because if it does, I 
will feel ripped-off, insulted and 
very prone never to lay out $1.50 
again. Catch my drift? 
ANTHONY BYAN 
Waskom, Texas 


1984 PUERILE PORN? 
Jim Warren's magazines are het- 
erogeneous collections of qualit; 
and crap, of which 1984 is the epi- 
tome. The fifth issue is no excep- 
tion. 

Alongside such puerile porn as 
“The Greatest Hero of Time and 
Space” and “Idi and the Ratmen of 
Hunger Hollow” by Alabaster 
Redzone and Strontium White- 
head, we find Nicola Cuti's “I 
Wonder Who's Squeezing Her 
Now,” a masterful blend of real- 
ism, paranoia, satire and romance 
that is nothing short of a classic. 
T’'ve been waiting years for you 
people at Warren to come up with 
a fresh new magazine concept. 
It’s a pity the editor cannot exer- 
cise more discretion when select- 


ing stories. 
LEE BREAKIRON 
Middletown, Ct. 


LETTE: 


HACKS 
HACKED 


Looting: through the letters pages 
of 1! #5, all I see are crappy 
complaints from the same nice 
fairy-boys who no doubt found 
Star Wars filthy and indecent. 
Come on, you jerks! Get off 
1984's back, will ya!? If there's 
one thing I hate it’s someone 
frothing at the mouth with an end- 
less list of minor grievances. 
Can't you people read 1984 in 
the spirit in which it’s written? 
Enjoy it! Laugh with it! But quit 
the incessant bitching! 
T. DOUGLAS 
Ontario, Canada 


Comics are simply wonder- 
ful,aren't they? They are the only 
entertainment medium in_ the 
world where writers and editors 
are blatantly attacked by their 
readership for providing the kind 
of material the readers have been 
screaming for all along. 

Knowing this, it’s easy to see 
why comics are uniformly con- 
demned by the general public. Not 
because they are comics, per se. 
It’s the asshole mentality of comic 
readers that have tarnished an 
otherwise inoffensive image. 

KEN BERMAN 
Browning, Texas 


How can you print such one-sided, 
obviously slanted trash? 

Tm not referring to any of the 
stories in 1984. Im speaking 
about the letters column, Incom- 
ing Telemetry, from issue number 
‘ive. 

There wasn’t one letter that 
praised the labors of 1984's 
energetic young editor. However, 
there were almost a dozen which 
condemned him on every level 
from intellectual impotence to 
sexually-retarded physical defor- 
mities. 

I cannot believe that readers of 
80 obviously an enjoyable publica- 
tion as 1984 would repay the one 
person who has striven harder 
than anyone else to give them that 
enjoyment, with insults! Only in 
America, boy! Ain’t it sad! 

BONITA GRAHAM 
Sunflower, Kansas 


ASSKICKERS 
FANTASTIC! 


The best continuing character 
series to appear in. any Warren 
magazine, are those monster 
mushers known as The 
Kickers of the Fantastic! 

Your recent parody of the 1951 
film classic, The Thing, was un- 
flawed, and itself a classic of 
tongue-in-cheek humor! 

If anything, Rex Havoc is the 
best thing in 1984. And there's 
not a trace of unnecessary sex or 
violence to mar it. 

TIMOTHY PAXTON 
Oberlin, Ohio 


Rex Havoc would just not be Rex 
Havoc without the beautifully ren- 
dered, meticulously painstaking 
artwork of Abel Laxamana. The 
man is the absolute best artist 
ever to appear in the pages of a 
Warren magazine! 
MILTON OBERON 
Northboro, Mass. 


Jim Stenstrum continues to be the 
only author in 1984 (or any of the 
Warren magasinee) who is earn- 
ing his pay. His stories are always 
crisp, original and a pleasure to 


I was delighted to see two of his 
features in the fifth issue of 1984. 
That was a rare treat indeed; one 
that I always look forward to. 

NICOLLET DuCHARME 
Wayzata, Minn. 


Id like to just say a few words 
about Abel Laxamana. It burns 
me up when I see the same few 
artists and writers praised over 
and over by readers in your letters 
column, while other, equally-de- 
serving talent, is neglected. 

We a know that Richard Cor- 
ben is the best comic artist work- 
ing today. We are blatantly aware 
that Alex Nino is the most phe- 
nominally imaginative illustrator 
ever to drag a brush across a com- 
ics page. And we have heard over 
‘and over again how wonderful 
Rudy Nebres is to be rendering 
mere comics instead of retouching 
the Sistine Chapel. 

But how often have we heard the 
rather quiet work of Laxamana 
praised in such glowing terms? 

I, for one, believe the man to be 
an artistic genius! His work looks 
as though it has been lavished 
with painstaking love, and deep 
consideration for the elements of 
each successive panel. 

Laxamana has made the Rex 
Havoc series the most beautifully 
rendered series since Hal Foster's 
legendary Prince Valiant. I sin- 
cerely hope his career with War- 


ren Publis] and 1984 is along 
artistically-fulfilling one. 

C. iL BECKER 

Felton, Calif. 


Letters continued on page 59 


Good evening, In tonight's 

Ladies and gentlemen. This segment, we probe 

is Morley Wallace with another a modern legend, delving for 

eye-opening edition of America’s the truth behind one of the most 
most popular news program, charismatic and controversial 


y Minutes! e figures of our time. 


With us this evening 
is the fiery-tempered commander 
of that headline-making band of 
self-employed mercenaries which has 
distinction of boing simultaneous 
istinction of being simultaneo' enti is 
hunted by the United States» vincive ites 


" exclusive interview 
Army, Many, Marinos: and with Mr. Warner Hawk 


of the recently- 
infamous . .. 


great, pride in 


ie He is the aoe 

‘self-styled ite who has 

taken it ‘Gpon'fimaelt to enact 
retribution for past sins of 


the United States 
Government. 


8 Author: BILL DuBAY/Ilustrator: JOSE ORTIZ 


|/Let me begin, Warner, 
by asking you if there is 
any truth to the rumor that 
you are the product of a 
drunken, lust-festered 
‘bang? 


This is a news 
program, Warner. We 
can say anything we 


know you could 
say gang-bang 


‘As you know, Morley, 
the armies of the world tend to 
be grossly inefficient organiza- 

tions at best, comprised of bum- 

bling social rejects, led by 
warmongering intellectual 
cornholes! 


Your “fathers” 
were soldiers 


My fathers were highly skilled in the 
lost art of destruction. Simply, they were seven 
of the baddest mother fuckers ever to stomp the 
face of this fair earth. They leased their skills, 
to the highest bidder! 


To answer your query, Morley. . . my mother was an 
upstanding though frequently horizontal young so- 
cialite, whom, unfortunately, I never had the oppor- 
tunity to meet. 


After I was born, she left me with my seven fathers 
to be raised on a small, privately-owned, secret 
pacific atoll. That was at the height of the second 
world war, and my fathers, more often than not, 
were out winning the war for the Allies. 


They were an army, Morley, whose monu- 
mental task it was to convert military foul ups into 
strategic victories. They creamed more Krauts, 
whipped more Nips and damaged more Dagos than 
the entire Allied forces combined. Anzio, D-Day, 
Dresden, all would have been disasters if not for my 
pops 
Shit! They won the war single-handed, then were 
cast aside like punctured prophylactics, when the 
Allies had no more use for them. It was enough to 
drive a man to drink! 

ies 


Surely! Harry S. asked 
‘them to take on the North Koreans. 
They would've, too, if they hadn't 
had their balls clipped after the 
big war! 


But their spirit was drained! 
Ignored, forgotten, their requests for veteran’s 
benefits lost in the bureaucratic shuffle, they felt 
as though they had been serewed by the very nations 
they had saved from extinction. . 


pour 


Oh, there was that lone publishing company which 
continued to print the harrowing tales of their glor- 
ious exploits. But towards the end, all that was 
printed were lies! And that bit with the red and green 
uniforms ... shit! When Big Daddy saw that, he 
crapped out on the spot! 


They were by histor- 
ians, libeled by their publisher 
and slandered by every GI who 
ever claimed that he helped to 
win WWII. One by one, my 
fathers slipped into their 
graves, feeling like useless, 
time-worn hus! 


Ps es an Was 
When I buried the last one, I vowed to avenge their 
good names unto all who had done them wrong! 


“And that’s when you set out to rebuild your fathers 
army?” 


= 
Wrong, Morley. That’s when I set out to build 
my army. Oh, I toyed with the idea of retain- 
ing the family name, but reasoned that there 
would never be another fighting team like my 
“Y dads. There was no reason to drag them from 
\\ their graves when the spirit of the group 
. alone was sufficient to carry on. 


ai | 

pirit than in the 

lowest wharf front dives of Harlem, U.S.A. where 
blue-eyed blonds feared to tread. 


There, I knew, I would unearth the 

nen I was looking for; the mean- 
est, vilest, most despicable natural 
born killers alive! 


‘The future Warhawks! ‘Y°” 


YS ML Fr 


T was not disappointed. f 


Pe 


Oh, they were pussywillows compared to the men in | 
whose footsteps they were to follow. But I figured | 
there was enough raw talent, that with a little perse- | 
verance, inside a couple of weeks I might even be able | 
to pass them off as fighting men. | 


While I was relaxing in their quaint little pub, I made 
my pitch to six of the most promising. 


They called me a crazy shit-brained (Lx : 
honkey, but accepted my proposition / 
when I explained that they would be per- < 


mitted to ravage, rape, loot and maim to 
their hearts’ content. 


‘The new War- 
hawha wane’ Uncle Sam had long been under the impression that 
Everett Nemo Washington III was in his employ as care- 
taker of America’s secretive cast-off munitions stockpile. 


~<a Pa 
What Sam didn't realize, however, was that Nemo had 
been made an honorary captain on my dads’ fighting 
team. He supplied my fathers with arms and equipment 
termed “obsolete” by the military, throughout their illus- 
trious careers. 
t @ 7 
It's not that there was anything wrong with any of the 
equipment stockpiled. It's just that Congress allotted so 
ing, disci- - much money for new war machines each year, that the 
plined work. military had to annually scrap last year's models just to 
But they took | make room for this year's. 
to it like turds = > snot 
And Cap'n Nemo, faithful as always to the Warhawk 
cause, knew better than anyone else how to put that ‘‘ob- 
solete equipment back into use. . . ! 
By their second week, they were thoroughly immersed 3 
in their new vocation. y * } 


ere were areas in which the new Warhawks 
excelled (such as anything that was remotely 
related to death and destruction) . . . 


ain, there were those areas wherein they seemed to 
rantly flaunting their mongoloid mentalities. 


But after eight weeks of intensive perseverance, I knew that I had a 
force, imperfect though it may be, that was ready to take on the entire 
lance! 


We set a course for our secret | 
supply base, and the one mem- 
ber of our team who would 
equip us with the necessary 
munitions to accomplish our 
most holy quest. 


From that point forward, the war was on. Our second tar- 
get was that wondrous organization that robs from the 
Poor to support the filthy rich... 
ad — — 
... the United States Congress. 


J, 
in ee 


fj, However, there wasn't but one 
f* jone Congressional Represen- 
House 


—_ 


We found a few more in a subcommittee meeting room. 
But it looked as though the only thing they were met- 


| ing out were the joys of physical remuneration. 


=~ Fi 


Congressional fateats wolfing 
down freebies in the Congres- 
sional Dining Room, paid for, 
of course, by American wage 
slaves. 


ents” they claimed they were pacifying, in Madame 
Nooners House of Carnal Sin! 


Fat from years of oral exercise, listless from decades of apathetic 

deliberation, not one of our glorious States’ Representatives so 

much as mouthed a whimpering squeal as we trucked them to the 

cane waiting troop trains that they had scrapped so many years 
ore. 


We explained that they were about to enjoy an all-new Congressional 
freebie. . . an explosive ride to Glory aboard the non-stop Euthanasia 
Express! Benefits made possible, of course, compliments of the 
heroes of the late great war, for whom Congress had done so much! 


Th ypical ‘filibuster fashion, they rebutted that it was the 
President's responsibility to console disgruntled old soldiers, and 
that they had clashed with him on the subject for the final time! 


—<$< 


‘As we left them, we off-handedly noted they were about to clash 
with the President just once more. And, as the Presidential Express 
hurtled towards them at twice the speed of flack, the pungent aroma 
of fear wafted odiously from their drawers. ... ! 


The Captain took great pride in his hardware. He cleaned 
and polished and scrubbed incessantly. Engines were con- 
stantly being tuned, and arms prepared for warfare. And 
whenever he had a moment to spare, he meticulously 
etched the proud emblem of the Warhawks onto every piece 
of equipment. 


ee 1S ea ¢ a & 
Tt was the Captain himself who suggested the target for 
the first Warhawk raid. He'd lived more history than 
damned near any man. And he'd seen it twisted and per- 
verted by historians until he was hard-pressed to recog- 
nize it any more. 


kK 
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He, too, resented the way history had ignored my pops’ 
role in the great war, and he wanted nothing more than 
to fire the first resounding shot in our glorious war of 
attrition. 


piece, to start or to 
low away more his- 
torians than in the Na- 
tional Archives of 
Washington DC itself! 


w 
me 
“yy 


We eased up the Potomac, allowing the Captain all the 


time he needed to assure that his aim was straight and 
true. And then, at just the right moment, during the mad 
lunch hour rush, the old man tittered gleefully and trig- 
ered the guns which hurtled a thousand barrels of the 
leadliest poison known to man, over Capital Hill and onto 
the National Archives building. 


Raw plutonium sewage rained from the skies! The Cap- 
tain figured it was sheer poetic justice that the bodies of 
the nation’s chroniclers were instantly as polluted as the 
minds of those who had looked to them for historic truths. 


e 


“Just given’ 'em back a little a’the shit they been shovelin’ 


us all these years,” the Captain proclaimed with a smile 
that betrayed animosity hidden for years. 
in 


po athet 
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We had an extra treat for the publishing conglom- 
erate who 80 iciously libeled my dads for so many 
years...! 


But the Warhawks wanted to make that death all the | 
quicker and more merciless. 


They were filled with excitement as phy strap] the old 
nukes to the sides of the ancient Warhawk observation 
ze) 


And their faces were alight with ecstacy when the balloon 
sailed straight for the skyscraper which house the one- 
time publishing empire! “Ny 


The degradation of it all.. .! To print the adventures of 
the greatest wartime heroes in the pages of a lowly funny 
book. Asif the truth of my fathers’ exploits could on- 
ly be entrusted to illiterates, retards and other spas- 
brained droolers! 


balloon, sent shudders of utter delight shooting 


‘The sheer panic in the streets at first sight of our 
through my lust-haunted loins. 


Tan 
‘And at the instant of impact, when the building 
disintegrated in torrents of multi-colored flame, 


the sensation within me was not wholly unlike 
that of sinfully joyous sex! 


fare 


Oh, their publishers meant well, sure! And as long as 


funny books sales were up, the stories didn't stray too 
far from the truth. But the instant sales plummeted, 
vey had my dads in sic Bent leotards, leaping tall 
buildi in a single bound, cavorting shamelessly 
before their rampantly illiterate readers. 


TTA 
Unparagoned Ys { [| | | qe LE 
humiliation, YW, 
and nonexist- | 
ant royalties, 
too! But clear- 
ly, the com- 
pany was pay- 
ing for its 
sins, for fun- 
ny books had 
all but been 
killed off by 
tv. And the 
company was 
even now in 
its final death 
throes. 
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The commanders of the Army, Navy, 
Marines, Air Force and Coast Guard were 
somewhat adamant when they discovered the 
fate which inescapably lay before them. 


“But “et ey yaa tone rockets, weren't 
lesigned to carry passengers,” the Chairman 
of the Joint Chiefs protested. 


“‘Sheeeeit!" Thet don't matter none,’ Captain 
Nemo countered. “We's jest gone’ stick it to 
you th'same way you's been stickin’ it 
t'others all these years!" 


“And when those giant mothers shoot off, 
: you's gone’ have th'biggest thrill a'your en: 
: tire jerixed-off lives!” 
rofound ; 
pleasure was tiie! one which! led’ to te Warhawks’ final The generals screamed like 
banshees in heat as the over- 
sized phallics violated that 
t, forbidden vagina in 
Having garnered no small amount of publicity for our previ- fie skysal: 
ous heroics, we knew that the nation would be on their guard. 


True to their intellectually-handicapped form, no one batted 
an eye nor stopped to question when six combat-ready, black- 
faced GIs trudged into the war room of the Joint Chiefs of 


white-faced Gls exited that war room 
the instantly-integrated Joint Chiefs. 


4a 
x ; A 
We figured that the services wouldn't look @ You know, they might actuslly have harmed the Warhawks 


manders in orbit . . . es i 
- was having to pull that weekend combat duty. holiday. 
They fought like holy hellions . .. exhibit- 
ing a vengeance that only men who have | 
been cheated out of their weekend pass 2 y Plainly, it just wasn’t the proper 
. . ‘ 
Canbavel f time to rile us! 


favorabl, lacing thei : = | it wasn't so much that the military was vexed at us for , 3 ; , ° 
ES ce ee ee Fs spiriting off their generals. . . ! I think what ired them most j . if we hadn't been so hell-bent on getting on with our own 


But I convinced them that our playtime could begin in earnest 
once this temporary nuisance had been quelled. 


INSS i == 


What you're saying then, 
Warner, is that the Warhawks 
could not even be defeated by the 

combined onslaught of the 
military services? But the news 
media reported that your secret 
pacific atoll had been 
overrun. . 


Morley! 'm 

surprised at you. - 

journalist falling for the care- 

\ fully worded hype of government 
press dispatches! 


\ Shame! A 
eo 


-ftA 


What!? This? 

Hell, Morley, the military 
didn’t do this to me! A little old 
lady with an umbrella mugged 

me on my way to the studio! 


= 


T tried to 
recruit the spunky little 
gal into the Warhawks, but 


Secu gaeas | 


necessarily mean overcome! 
The Warhawks are 
even now sunning 
themselves on the peaceful beaches 
of our island headquarters . . . 
resting up for our next 
glorious crusade. . .! 


there's more to 
come? 


Well, ladies and ~~, 
gentlemen |... there you have 


it... ! The awesome truth behind 
the most controversial headline- 
making enigma of our age .. . 
Mr. Warner Hawk and hi 
vigilante Warhawks! 


ly time 
ill tell, folks! i\ 


(> For CBS news, ~~) 
I( this is Morley Wallace )})j} 
saying goodnight! 4 | 


\. 


— Surely you didn't 
think we were going to stop 
now? Wait'll we start on the 
Frogs, the Limeys and the Reds! 
They didn’t approve my dads’ 
veterans’ benefits either! 


But... but. . . your 
wounds. . .! Surely the physical 
punishment-inflicted by the 


military was sufficient to 


dissuade you from future 
Dn foray: zi 


Mor! What've y’got 
slated for next 


Something really 
iting! We've dug up a 
schizoid who'll claim he's 
the offspring of Amelia 
Earhart and the legendary 
man of steel! 


Have you ever lusted after a curvaceously Taluptaous UAW fu 
—<t) 


lump of feminine pulchritudity...? I "mean really 
lusted, where your incestantly aching body was per- 
petually soused with sweat, and your perennially per- 


haa At 


pendicular pudendum made your social life one big {hy 
i} 


embarrassment? 


y 


Well, that’s been pretty much my plight. Like the pro- 

verbial obtuse ass, I, ace super-spy, Dogmeat Jones, 

have had a luscious earrot with the curves of Venus 

De Milo dangling tormentingly in front of my nose 
for longer than I care to think about. 


Only trouble ismy carrot has the mind of a slug, and 
refuses to accept the fact that she is anything other 
than Idi Amin, Field Marshall, Doctor, Premier and 
President-for-life of the nuclear crater once known as 

Uganda! 
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It's a long, incredible story. Don’t ask me to go into it 
again. Suffice it to say that I screwed up royally by 
spending the final moments of the late great war 
transplanting the “glorious” mind of one of the 
world's all-time greatest eornholes into a body that 
would make your toes curl with wanton lust! 


For last time, Id told 
you! Answer am no! 


vi £4 VT 
And I've spent every waking moment since that time| 
trying to convince that intellectually-petrified mind 
that rigid sexual abstinence is the quickest route to 
corporeal and cerebral decay! 


ayn 
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Now you am 
put that slimy thing 
away! Id not want see 
it again! 


4 I sympathize with you, guy. ve 5 
a \/ But I don’t think we're going tofind WY Y I think about 
‘ too many brilliant young interns panting 
to perform a sex-change here in my 
illustrious homeland! 


Sure, Id! Anythi 
you say! But do you thi 
you could stop hitting me 
‘with that crowbar first? 


the only recourse open 
to us is to do what any 
post holocaustic couple 
would do. . . find a nice 
quiet little plutonium 
farm and raise us a 
couple of muties! 


bombed out and deso-) 
late as your neck of 
the woods! _<7 


Id told you... 
Id still have hopes 
of finding brilliant 
American doctor who 
can sew together Id’s 


long-lost manhood! ( 
(| y 
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\, WAN! That am not 
it even funny! Id 
not type of guy to 
settle down as 


farmer's wife! 


Bi ee 14 
getting so Id 
not really know 
what to do any- 
more... ! 


Id had hoped 5 
that America would be soe, ee 
different. . .! That home of eae sunkye = 
brave and land of free ON en Oren ar 

would still be green 
and fertile! 


t a 
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ez 


fair! It am just 
not fair! 


typ ge 
= 
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we're on the subject of 
intellectual handicaps . . . 
what say we pick you up a 
copy of Thirty Days to a 
More Powerful Vocab 
once we land this crate? 


rst 
DTS 


You could have 


fooled me! Listen, guy... 
I guess what I'm asking is 
that we work together to 
try and upgrade your 


I know how well-versed 


Am something ou are in polities and 


wrong with way Id speaks? 


English am only one of Id’s 
many native tongues, 


liplomacy. But there's 
just no place for that 
i “Brave New 


We've been halfway 
around the globe, Id, and 
it’s all the same: One vast 

smoldering wasteland! 


The only people 
left are those who've been 
so badly charred that you 
can't even tell if they’re 
people anymore! 


Like it or not, 
you and I are the hope of 
the future, m'man! And it’s 
our duty to learn as much 
as we can... to try to sur- 
vive and rebuild what we 
just about single-handedly 
destroyed! 


Aid always think 
of himself as pretty 
smart fella. But maybe 
you am right. Maybe it 
\\ good idea we am try 
WY. ‘improve Id's mindi 


Well I'l be dipped 
in pickled shit! There 
might be hope for you, yet! 
You're still not the kind 
of girl I'd take home to 
mother . . . but with a little 
work, who knows—? 


Y'know, Id, that's the first time 
I've seen you show genuine emotion in all the 
weeks we've been together. There may be hope 
for you, yet! 


That am sound almost 
sincere! It not new scheming tactic 
to get into Id’s juicy G-string, 
J am it? 

‘you and I let down 
the barriers and 
really get to know, 
one another? 


Id! Haven't we' x 


A RS 
just about run KY 


out of pussy AS 
jokes!? Ws, 


It’s going to be 
‘a long Armageddon, and 
it would be nice to 
share it with someone 


I'm serious, man! Either we \| 
cut the crap, get on with living and 
develop a relationship that's a little 

more meaningful than your usual 
male/transvestite gig. . . 


Idi never have 
serious relationship 


call it quits now 
and Pll head for 


7 I'm just not 
K{jf/ interested in hear- 
ing the gospel of 
Idi Amin every day 
for the rest of 
i You... you 
am serious, Dogmeat! Id 
am sorry! Id knows you am 
right—! But ... but it am 
be so hard! 


Oh... Id am have 
lengthy talks with some of 
him wives every now and then! 
But it like talking to rock 
with no brains. . . ! 


Speaking from home . . > 
am we there, yet? Id am 
getting anxious to see you 
old haunts! Id am tired of /) 
emis coaned in thus It just so happens, 
m'man, that that’s it down 


and fucked over as New York, \\\] 
‘Washington and the rest. . . but it's 
where I was born, and it seems as 
A good a place as any to spend the 
rest of my nuked out-life! 


Besides which .. . 
there’s movement down there, 
my friend! We're too far up to 

‘tell whether they're real 
people or muties . . . 


... but if 'm any judge 

of the resourceful folk of Coldwater, 

not only will they have survived, but 

they'll've rebuilt the local McDonald's 4 Hold the pickles! 


Hold the lettuce! 


u \ - 
prettiest little town ta 
in Middle America! i] = 

f — 


house where I was raised. 
But the neighborhood's 
really gone to seed 
since I left! 


it’s just not the way 


all gooshy with Iremember it! you am not happy inside 


‘excitement! : from seeing you home 
with boo-boos! 


Maybe we both feel better 


Goddamn it, man! How am I “q\ after nice warm lunch. - -!/-~ on There go fat snack now! Grab it 
_ supposed to feel? I. . . I knew - ei It am not Ronald McDonalds, but it ! before it 
it would be this way. But... but . ‘am similar epicurian delight! _/7\ get away! 
actually seeing it... wondering | —2 
what happened to my parents . . . 5 T tit, Id! Br 
the people I grew up with— Lee’ the buggers 80 anagieh: it's 
probably bloated with radiation 


Maybe them throw 
Hmmmm! Maybe we not big come back home bash, with 
have eat rat after all! Some of | cia whares diosuvres'and 
you old-timey friends am coming cther loose worien! 
to welcome you! 


Not that 
/ it matters a 
helluva lot! 
After three 
days without 
food, even 
southern fried 
maggots'd 
start to look 
q 


” Ldon't know, Id. 
It looks like the only kind 
of appetizer they have on 
Gy their minds . - . is us! 
Fedo 
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om That's ligal, son, 
You mean, them am not guy! And Pinink those are 


screaming from joy that the ) more like “We're-gonna- GAAAAA! Idi not know about men... | 
portugal son am returned? A cook-your-honkie-white-ass”” but there am other sticky-fingered 
screams! muteslimes here, who drip with lust 
for Id’s body! 


virtue am tainted forever 
by this love-starved 
? mutie! 


Which kind of blows eq 
to shit our hope of finding Vie 
any good old-fashioned men _ 


in Coldwater, Ohio! 


‘ End a. ; { kind of mutes are they growing around) = 


to keep your legs 
crossed till I can get there, m'man! \« 
T've got my hands full with these )\m 
ugly, wartoruated banshees! a= 


= 
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Anything to 
oblige, m'man! 
One slightly 
bruised hero to 
to the rescue! 


T'd give m'left gonad to be 
able to help you out, love. But old 
Thongor here, with the rock, is doing 
his damnedest to keep us apart! 


It not seem to 
‘nnttent Coe Td still 
ave sticky feeling that fate § 
worse than death am just a & 
pubey hair away! 


Obhhbhbh! My aching cranium! 
It feels like someone's been 
” practicing a piledriver 
virtuoso on my head! 


So you not deadmeat 
after all! Id not too sure 
for while there . .. what with way 
was oozing out from 
you head and all! 


hard to come 
by when Id not 
eat for three 


Listen, m'man, where 
the hell are we, anyway? How 
long’ ve I been out? And how'd you 
escape that mute monster and 
his groatie buddies? 


Ohhh! You ask too many 
questions! It am makes Id's head 
hurt to think of it all! Id not 
like push his brain so hard! 

Tt make pulp go soft! 


Ah, yes! Forgive me, 


It am long story! 
After muties beat you 
profusely on head and 
shoulders, they free Id 

and bring us to big 
underdirt eave! 


m'man! I keep forgetting that 
you were cursed at birth with 
cerebral arteriosclerosis! 


Oh . . . them did say something 
ave 


about warming double-broilers to 
Dogmeat and Id for dinner! 


Gee, Id, 
I'm glad you 
remembered that. 
Maybe I'd better 
dress in case 
it’s formal! 


Goosh!? Yucch! 
I see what you mean! 
What the hell's this smelly 
brown shit caked in my hair? 
Oooohhh! Don't tell me 
I'm getting mutie blood 
in my veins!? 


HA HA! Silly! 
Kay enat am old-timey 
awka cure to keep goosh 
from falling out from 
you head! 


It am compress of 
sterile dung! 


Oh, m'man, 
you, of all 
people don't 
have to worry 
about that! 


you haven't figured it 
out, yet, what they've 
got ih mind is to serve 
you and I as the 
main course! 


‘Them have 

strange way 

of greeting 
guests in 
America! 


No stranger than 
any other part of the 
world where food is 
scarce and bellies are 
grumbling. But this is 
‘one chicken fricassee 
who's takin’ it on 
the lam! 


Chicken . . . lamb!? 
Sometimes Id have 
hard time under- 


I know, m'man! 
the longer we're together, the 
clearer it becomes that we don't 
really speak the same language 
atall..! 


I don't like it, Id! 
This exit is a little too 


mutant in sight! We're being 
manipulated, m'man . . . like 


C'mon! Let’s find us a couple of cows being 
a way out of here before those 
muties return with their lemon 


and butter sauce. . .! 


Nawww! Mutes 
am not smart enough 
to outfox Id! Id am 
one crafty mama! 
Maybe you can 
tell me then, sly fox, why 
our mutie buddies didn't eat 
us on the spot... 


~. . or why they 
refrained from sampling 
your lascivious charms?, 


Look! Am that not 
light at end of cave? 
Maybe it am back way 


good question! Idi am 
‘one enticing morsel! 
Maybe them am... how 
you call them... ? 


And maybe they 
were ordered to keep 
hands off by some 
monstrous mother who 
wants you or me all 


Och ooh ooh ooh! 
Do our eyes deceive 
us? It’s visitors, 
my sweetness! 


Visitors have 
come to see us! 


Quiet, you gibbering 
old fartsucker! You’ 
frighten them away! Your 
raving faggotry always 
frightens them away! 


If that's the plan, 
we'll find out soon enough. \% 
‘There doesn't seem to be any 
way out of here but that big 
open pit before us! And 
that's blacker than the ass _/ 
you were born with! 


to jump 
nes! 


ZA waitin 


Don't you dare use that 

vulgar tone with me, you vile, 

inarticulate cur! It's because 

of your callous manners that 
we have no friends! 


\o Dick it up 
your ass, y'scummy 


dograg! I got more 
manners than you've 


Ta have foolish question! Am 
this st old bird talking 
, or am Id having 

more head noises? 


Oh, HEE HEE HEE HEE! 

Sometimes I just get so caught up 

in stimulating conversation that I 
lose all semblance of reality! 


You must let me welcome you 
properly! It’s been ever so long 
since I've had anyone interesting 
with whom to converse. . . ! 


What're y-tryin’ t-say, 
y buggering shitlicker. . . ? That 


T'm a lousy conversationalist!? 
You ain't no Oral Roberts 
yourself, douchebag! 


Oh, you simply must 
excuse this vulgar boor! He f 
has no couth whatsoever! 


You folks 
must be new in 
town! TEE HEE 

HEE HEE HEE HO HO! 
Oh, how simply 
marvelous! 


.... and what 
looney bin did you 
escape from? 


Swe Wait! Hold it upa 
minute! Whoa! What's going 
on here, popcorn? Just who 

the hell are you... 


Fuckin’ aye 
he is! Old 
Geronimo here 
knows a faggy 
fruitcake when 
he sees one! 


Panpv? 

Go ‘head! Tell ‘im, 
scumnuts, how y'ran away from 
the nut farm and’ ve been hidin’ 

out here ever since! 


It... it's a lie! Don't believe 
the scheming prevaricator! He . . . he just wants 
you to be his friends! He doesn’t want me to 
have anyone! 


HA HA HA! 
‘Tell y'what, 
numbnuts. Fl 
take ol’ moist- 
thighs there . . . 
you can have 
Cochise! Y'never 
much liked girls 
anyway! 


Hmmn! This 
am one wild and 
crazy guy! 


‘Those mutes outside must've found out 


about him . . . and, figuring that anybody who hadn't 
mutated in the war must've gone soft between the 


ears... send us down here to join him! 


‘They never had 
any intention of 
eating us. They just 
wanted to scare us 
into Rasputin's 
waiting arms! 


Crazy is right! This 
fucker’s probably been hiding out 
down here since before the bombs 
went off... . evading the “white coats” 
who don't even exist anymore! 


Him seem like nice 
enough sort of guy! Maybe him 
be great fun to spend end of 
the world with! 


Are you kidding? That 

guy's over the edge! Crackers! 

Bananas. . .! He's screaming 
yellow zonkers! 


Id can ‘Oh, sweetnums ‘Oh, TEE HEE! A 
see now ...do you hear However shall that not some kind 
that him | that? We have a we consummate of kinky soup? 
am have | delightful little this wondrous 

friend friend! Ohbh! ‘event? 3 
for life! It’s music to ‘That am sound like 

our ears! good idea to consum- 
O~ 4 mate our soup! Id not 
eat for three days! But 
him still make one 


Him am perfect! Him am 
too old to want Id for noogie! 
And him have too much fuzzrot on 
brain to be threat to Id in 
smarts department! 


Bugger off, asspain! 


She's yours during the homungus dungpile! 
day... but I get them Y 
juicy jalamas t night! 


GAAAAAA! I can't take it! 
‘Two of them! If I've got to listen 
to any more of this, I'll go 
screaming yellow zonkers! 
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away like that? 


Oh, how tragically sinful! 
That gorgeous hunk of man goin; 
to waste that way... ! 


By the way, Idi am mine name! Doctor, 

dearie, whatever ) lawyer, President and Chief of 

shall I eall you? 4 smoldering crater called Uganda! 
But you am call me Id! 


Oh, how divinely 
delightful! And you may } 
call me Napoleon! 


Oh well, it never would 
have worked out anyway, dearie! 
We would have just battled tooth 
and nail over him! It’s best that 
we try to forgive and forget . . . 
and console ourselves 
as best we can. 


HA HA HA! Ain't that a laugh! 
Back in the bughouse they usedta calll 
old moldballs Josephine! Me . . . 'm Khan! 

But m’closest friends call me Ghengis! 


I prefer to call him a boor! E 
He's intolerably frustrating at times! But 
do give him a Chance, dear girl! I’m sure 

he'll grow on you, just as he's grown on me! 


Let me console ‘er, 
y jizzum-lickin’ faggot! 


Do ignoré 
that crude 
cullion, 


REISS 


m really 
going to be 
fun end of 


decorated the boudoir! This wasn’t a fit place 
for a sow before I arrived, you know! 


z | 
Four-thirty p.m., Central Time. The office of Dr. T. Gordon ,®) 
Filcher, director of the Johnson Space Center in Houston, 


Texas. 


. . therefore, Mr. President, 
I urge you to support our planned 
NN probe to Titan. 


Sign that Gordy, 
Ms. Baxter, and let me read it 
before you leave. 


NEW ORBIT! 


After three days of exacting maneu- 
vers, flight controllers at NASA's John- 
son Space Center have succeeded in sav- 
ing the Skylab space station. Shortly 
“7 after the February 9, 1974 departure of 
\ the third crew of astronauts, the three- 
m laboratory began moving i 
buity gradient position. Left unch 
f would have brought Skylab cre 
arth early next year. 


Well, Pousse, my voluptuous 
little passionflower, how does 
it feel to be a Krenkmate? 


Fantastic. . . 
and challenging, 


Challenging, eh? 
Well, I certainly hope 
you're up to it. 


I'm tired of wearing 
out mate after mate! 


You just worry 
about finding us a 
nice, private nook, 

my cppessioned 
paramoun 


SS) 


-and Pll worry about 
Ses handling one of the solar system’s 


ge- most prodigious studsman! 
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He desperately hoped that 
his new mate was made of 
sterner stuff! 


They were Krenk and Pousse 

of Saturn’s moon Titan, and 

they achieved Earth orbit not 

long after their magnificent 
wedding. 


” Hey, Pousse. 
will you look 
at that! 


It had been picture-perfect. 
Crisp violet skies, a full 
planet overhead. . .! In fact, 
it was marred only by one 
niggling doubt. 


Like most Titanian males, 

Krenk had been through th 

marriage routine befor 

He'd copulated twenty-three 

mates into their graves, and 

another seventeen into] 
asylums. 


Apart from the inconve 
nience of a new wedding 
every three yarbles, he w: 

running out of 


just found that perfect 
little nook we've been 
searching for! 


I've been to this world 
before. . . ! Camped for two 
weeks on something called 


But I've 
never seen this 
thing before! 


We just attach 
to the 


The instruments 
/ say it’s hollow and 
pressurized with a 
breathable 
atmosphere! 


Oh, Krenk! It is the 
perfect place for us to be 
alone, at last! And a fine 
place to test your mettle!_4 


Oh, Krenk, you're 
at 


Only one of my & 
many talents, sweetnums! 
Speaking of which. . .isn't 

it time you've sampled some 
of my other attributes? 


Galloping gabanzos, 
Krenk! It’s so huge! 


Don't tell me \ 
you've never seen one \\ 
before, snookums? 


For the first time in 
five forsaken years, 


living beings 


Very active beings! 


Mother was very 
strict! No niggling 


certainly didn’t want 
her naive child o.d.- 
ing on megagasms! 


Look at it 
this way, sugarnibs 
... if all this loving 
proves to be too 
much for you, at 
least you’ll go out 
with a smile on 


Beings whose fren- 
zied passions begin 
to have an adverse 
affect on their new 
home i 


You're gnashies are 
like slippery lumps 
of jiddlejam! 


Speak to me in 


the language 
of love! 


In empty space, where gravity 

affects entire worlds and 

galaxies, an insignificant 

biting laboratory rem s 

oblivious to the centripetal pull 
of the planets. 


* Obhhh, my little gefilte 4 
fish. . . AGI Al 1 OHHH! 
. . you have the fiery passion 
of a nubian nymphet! 
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However, the slightest nudge 
can send an object ona 
journey lasting an eternity! 


and the most minute 
movement can wreak utter 
havoc on a sensitive orbit! 


iant halvah 
i! EEEEE! 


Aggggh, 
bar... OOH! Al 
you are as sweet as a 


chocolate lungie dipped in 
Sinopian cherry sauce! 


y 
V7 


Agggh! Ooooh! 
D-D-Do you feel some 
thing, my love? 


t = ts 
It-it-it is merely the sun ~*~] 
and the moon moving beneath 
our feet, sugarpit! It is the 
unadulterated thrill of wanton 
Peostasy! AGHHHHHHLL! 


Onboard instruments r 


orbital shift, no matter beamed 


great or small 


how some 


meters 


.. /direct to the Johnson 
Space Center... 


where the data is col- 
lected and analyzed! 
Tr 


Every stellar and 


All right, 
old girl, 
what's going 
on out there? 
What are you / 


up to now? 4 
ie i og 
( = 


Por. Filcher? This is Monitor’ 
Control. We seem to have an 4 


terrestrial orientation 
point has been shot to 
hell! 


anomaly aboard Skylab. 


ae 


~~ Damn! All right, 
I'll be right there. 


Miss Baxter, we'll 
have to continue this 
later. Seven o'clock, 


hifted her orbit 
somewhat! 


~ Shitfuckmotherslime! \[] 
Right now I should be in 


Baxter's pants. . . not behind 
@ communications board! 


sure, Dr. Filcher. 
lab’s 


Has anyone checked 
to see if the jets 
accidentally switched 
on? _. 


And the computer? You're 
sure it’s feeding us accurate 
information? 

Bz 


Positive! We tested it. 
The thing’s never been in 
better shape! 


We haven't 
tried the cameras 
yet, sir! 


/ scientist looks 
into. every pos- 
sibility. . .no 
matter how 
remote! 


How about the, uh... 
A cameras? Have you looked 


inside the ship? 


= 
Oh, Christ! It’s Buxley. . . 
pressing against me... trying 
to rekindl what we started at 

the Christmas party! How I'd 
like to wrap those oversized 
jalamas around my neck! 


Yes, sir...! 
But I still! 


Indeed! They 
come from Titan, 
Saturn's earth-like 
moon. The males are 
extremely potent! 


They spend 
most of their 
time i 


Skylab to use it as 


a temporary cohabit-, 
ational oo 


g 


They... they're 
humping their brains 


Vo So it appears! 
Well, we'll just have 
to put a stop to this and 
boot them into the cold 
once and for all! 


= een 
Dr. Filcher . . . 
you mean these creatures 
have invaded skylab 
before? 


They've wreaked 
utter havoe with sky- 
lab’s delicate 
orbit! 


Ahem! Miss 
Baxter .. . Please! 

There’s only one thing 
to do in a situation 
like this. ..! 


| Attention, Skylab! 

This is Houston! . 
are trespassing on a 

United States space 


Do you copy, 
Skylab? You ar 
sing! 


Pork-reaming 
hypocritical 


we 
asscrums! It’s just 
like that time on 
» Devil's Tower . . . 


Krenkmate number 27 
when some idiot in a 
floppy hat and sun- 
glasses stumbled over 
us! Really put a 
damper on the 
megasms! 


C’mon, sweetnums . 


crater on Pluto where 
no one will bother 
us! 


| are no snickering 


but at least there 
humans around! 


I know a nice little 


like they’re leaving, 
sir. The chickens! 
They don’t want to 
mess with us! 


The president 
is going to want to 
shear that we have per- 
sonally witnessed 
their departure! 


president knows 
about this, 
too? 


Oh, Krenk ... 


try! Tll beat them * 
upside their hollow 
heads with my lumpy, i) 


joystick! 


The president, ~~] 


his cabinet and chief aids, 


you, me and Crim here! 
We're all part of this 


= cee a 


From what we've been able to gathe: 
“By these beings have been popping off—er, © 
1 popping up for years now. They've ap- 
peared mostly in isolated regions ... 
forests, farms, mountaintops ... that 
sort of thing! 


Due to the sexual nature of their visit: 
they've shunned contact. Thus, we are 
now preparing to contact them! 


The President is supporting a manned 
flight to Titan, which Congress will ap- 
prove in secret next week! 


—— ~ 
Naturally, I was summoned to do some 
heated lobbying. And, I might add, my 
arguments were irresistable! 


man! That 
there is 


To make certain 
that the touchy pro- 
cess of contact is 
smoothly handled, 
I've been named 


regretted * Commander of the 
the fact that we've had However, once our! |Titan flight. M: 
to keep the aliens’ ex- astronauts have reached] | plan is to approac! 


istence a secret ... to Titan, information will the Titanians in a 

prevent cultural be slowly inseminate . . . manner that they 

shock, you under- er, disseminated to the; [will assuredly 
stand! public. si understand. ..! 


Look at the poor : 
bastard. He really = : 
wants in bad. What = \ _ I don't know, 
Rickles. It's against 
the rules, y'know! 


about dead 

anyway. C'mon, just this 

once, Let ‘im in‘and see 
what he does! 


I'm not 

gettin’ my 
reamed! 

You do it! 


Christ! You're the biggest 
chickenshit in the complex! 
Outta my way, asshole! I'll 
let the goddamn mute in! 
What's it to hurt, anyway? 


Author: JAN STRNAD/Ilustrator: RICH CORBEN 


AGHHHHHHHLL! 
DIMENTO FALL! 


Damn 
tube's goin’ 
out again! 


rf Hey! This guy's { Pee i 
happened? We're 

| areal clown! ) lostag the picture’ 

V i 4 > 

| J 

| . 


Christ! Now we're 
in for it! You've 
lost him! 


Me!? It was 

your idea! You're 

the moron who let 
him in! 


I said 
you've got 
a big 
mouth! 


My idea is to punch out 
your face! Try to stick 
me with this. 

screwed up th 


You're full 
of crap! You 
a 


Ass-licking 
mutie 


Hey, look! Is 
he one of us? Who can tell? 
He seems human 
enough! 


“Hi n't: » Hey, 
He doesn't look , aan 
too good. You suppose 
| he's trying to find 
the infirmary? 


I doubt it. The 
< guys in monitor say 
T'll take him. You say she’s been 
take the girl! Y'think | { through hell! 
she'll be okay? A é 


Hey, you! Holy 
man! Move your ass! 
The guys upstairs 
want to talk at you! 


This is where 
we part ways, my 
friend. May god 
be with you! 


Hey, you! Hold 
it! This area is 
restricted! 


I've tried! Lord Tt must be a Hell yes! The work of 
how I've tried! But| great diappoint- a lifetime mankind's 
the damn thing’s | ment to you, sir! final hope... ! And it's 

So erratic! . a goddamned berserker! 


It takes every Christian . .. and even the violent one is 
value I feed it and twists genetically stable. Maybe their 


it... perverts it! It's a failure! eccentricities will breed out! 
A violent mockery of everythii 
I designed it to be! 


But the other 
clone is 
i 1 


I'm afraid of an 
opposite result... 
that we will breed a 

race of maniacs! 


The male clones 
have to be destroyed! 
As for the others. .. ! 


: Bae 
= lil 


Pl} 
aS Mesh 


methestrengthto | | 
bominations! Help me 
to wreak havoc with this abominable 
devil’s work! 


And it has all been 
perpetrated by these 
sinners! 


shioned in 
violence 


But iti 


also . 


in instant o 


from ethe 


<5 


yen 
NON 


Y 


Wl 


Into these primitive environs, a, 
glistening craft hovers just? 
above the treetops, taking mea- |_|-. 
surements of the sedimentfp 
floor. When it becomes satis- 
fied with its figures, it stops, 
and settles closer to the ground. 
Pr 2 


Do . = -_" 
Twin pulsating beams erupt 
from the craft, focusing 
below it. The jungle floor 
qj quivers under the bolts of 
energy, and starts to boil. 
The final phase of the pro- 
gram is now irreversibly set 
A into motion. 


And for the super-race § 
which made this place, a 
last desperate grasp fo 
survival begin: 


Ri 


Z 
tHominidal Matrix #GenType Male 
HHS (See Recom File) #Jelliform Syn- 
thesis In-Progresst Tem Pressure 
Suit Incl #No Sidearm Or Supplies 
ip Wi L]T 


tRevivification Compl 
8:805 'Temp 37 C Wt 
63515 Grams JAI Meta- 
Systems Satsifac_Subject’s 
Actual Identity Withheld For 
Duration Of Experiment 


: = 


Six weeks groping 
about the Mesozoic, 
when I could be on Haleyon 
hobnobbing with the Upper- 
Crusts, or taming the 
Tiger-Women of o 

Triffi = 
<> 


making enough money 
on this mission to live 
like an emperor forever, 
but goddamn it, what good 


SC is the dough if I’m not 
alive to spend 
it? 


Who gives a 
whit about planetary 
surveys anyway? Apparently 
not even the scientists— 
why else would they send 
a weenie like me 
to do it? 


nearly took my ) 4 


vy! 
ites sa ptero. 
pleisio ... ptacto . 


what the hell are 
they called, 


a ‘side arm to stop it! 
What the hell kind of a 
show is this—sending 


aman planetside i Z 
~ without any VY = = a 
astense 7 \ ow CA J 


Now what in— 
I-I can’t seem to get 
Y away! I'm all wrapped 


up in this thing! 
SS HALP!! 


is dandy. fens 
even get a ite of 

\ shade without something 
grabbing you by 


Tm hopelessly 
entangled. 


“ae FE 
Somebody's TAY \' 
( gonna hear about WwW 
this. Planting me in 
anest of monsters without 


|- 


needs this 
agerevalion? 
<> 


just duck 
under this big tomato 
> plant until the 


out! This sure isn’t 
the plum job I 
IS thought I signed 


certainly teach 
me not to shoot off 


My luck is 


changing. At least 'l 


have a roof to keep off 


if only Ic 
find a decent 


Al 

right! All right! 
/ Ididn't really mean- \{ 
it. See? I'm observing. J 
Oh, look at that! Oh, hey,/, 

look over there! Say 
now, that looks 
interesting. 


Fairly 
dry inside . . . even 
a breeze coming 


through. 


Maybe 
T'll just bed 
down in here until 
the ship comes back 
to pick me 


contrary to 
orders, Observer 


A 
snitch-scope! 
Sneaky little rat—have 
you n watching 
me all the 


Your 
orders are to 
observe surface activity 


and file a report, Zev. You 


cannot possibly make 
observations from 

inside this ‘3 

| cavern. <a 


And a giant set 
of teeth right 
behind them! 


You 
mustn't 
! interfere! You're an 


\“ I'm stuck here 
| ( for six weeks, I'm 
\ going to have more ) 
than youto / 
talk to! 
tall to! 


Don’t Y 
move! Stay where 
you are. That brute 
can't tell you from the 
rocks if you stand 
perfectly still. 


goof ran right into jf 

its jaws! Don't you 

people know your, 
meateaters?, 


/,ihere 
you go... 
© CE 


{urubu! oa 


ne 


wedging apart 
the walls! If he 
keeps that up, 
he’s going to 
Cause a... 


4 
wy 


/ T hope you 
know another way)\ 
out of this place, 
because we sure 
ain't going out 
the way we 


= ~ 


_—" 


several hours of u: 

an alternate path 

rest. He uses th 
speak with the 


e opportunity to 
but ton 


y to 
result. 


that your mate 
who jumped into that 
monster's stomach? 
Your brother? 
Attorney? 


eyuba n’shuba 
weh. Haraza 
Rena. 


Can you translat 


It is the girl h 
who 


SS about it, Snitch? f 


Only 
the tone of it. 
She seems to think 
that was a very brave thing} 
gon did back there. 
he’s grateful to you 
for paving, her 


& She 


apparently 
finds you attractive. 


g 
backward and ignorant. 
How can I hope to 
initiate any kind of 
meaningful communi- 
cation with 
her? 


@] the verge of making a jj 
{ breakthrough with this 
girl. I'm going to try 
some new encounter 
measures I've 


now can 
sSuperrace can amend th 
e and save them 
darkest force of all. 
1 


y whetk 
r cataclysmic 
from the 


Rise § Yet as they em 
and shine, Snitch. > tr: ov liant sun bl: 
Hope your circuits got as E are at the opposit 
much rest as we did. You'll side of the mountain. s beyond their sig 
be happy to know we aa Ng x filling the horizon. They 
achieved a deeper a : We, ape from th 
understanding of one it! Whew! I was i smothering cave has led 
another. beginning to think them now to a killing desert. 
Z we'd be in this > 


cave for the 5 \ é 
duration. x 
és Way 


Hmph! 
that’s what you were 


It’s all desert! 
g Miles and miles of 
Yeah, endless sand. Not a } 
Tl bet you're stick of vegetation / 
: starved too. Imbeciley\ 1/ AMS "in sight. 
Hmm, bosses of mine Sometimes 
little wonder Yj neglected to I think their plan \\ What 
ch-scopes [zd was to make things ---7 the hell are 
have so few Jaa as miserable as possible, we supposed 


il SS for me down 
ocaden lura mighty persuasive 


fellasan. Sextar argument, missy. We \ back over the 
yun abrilziac. } can stay here and die, mountain! My god 

or we can go back that’s what 

into the cave 


I ain’t crazy. 
It won't be easy, but 
with Snitch scouting 
a path for us, we 
should make it 
okay. 


You 
keeping up, 
Snitch? 


aes 
No 

difficulty here, 

Zev, and the girl 


, Me? Ait 
Are you kidding!? ¥] 
Stamina and persever- } 


j too is in excellent ah f ance, those are my 
{ condition. If anything, \ 
you are the weak } i zr 
link in this 4 
expedition. | 
es 
3 id 
SA -</ wheezing and 


~ Tp 
Gs > 
coronary, those |i, 
are your last aie 
Swords. aii: 

57 


The trio climbs, follov 

paths of unknown trav 
snitch-scope w: ht; the trek is 
much harder for Zev than for the 


Darkness comes rapidly, and they 
make camp for the night. They 
are hungry and exhausted, and 


according to Sni there is at 
least a half day’s travel ahead. Itis 
ressing night, and nothing 

id betwee 


such a mystery, 
Rena. I wish I could ae 
talk to you... learn |W 
about you, your people} “2° 
+ life on this are your customs? 
Religions? What do you 
do on a Saturday night .. . 
besides watching the 


Another dumb 
question. 


arrive where 
efore them lay 


water and our 
immediate 
needs. 


of the girl when he ha: 
gone 


wage girl... = 

now can T explain to Re 
her that I am not of 

her kind . . . and that in just 
a few weeks I must 
leave her behind... 


I cannot decide whether 
he is worth using further, 
or if I should dispose of 
him now before he 
endangers my 


mission. 


aoa 
And high above 
planet’s atmosphere. 
silver craft continu: 
it, Fey 
vents below. 
as only watched 
and waited. 


Soon, it will be time to act. 


“THE HARVEST” 
REAPS PRAISE! 


In the letters page of 1984 #5, \ 


there wasn’t one favorable com- 
ment nor one letter of praise for 
your story ‘The Harvest.” I could 
aa believe that so many People 
had so many negative things to 
say about a simple Sood Cole 
fable. 

Idon't wish to beat a dead horse, 
nor belabor a moot point, but I do 
think the story was unjustly criti- 
cized and should be praised for its 
originality and boldy-stated pre- 
mise. 


I agree with your purpose in 
printing the story, and understood 
when reading it that you were not 
advocating mass genocide of the 
negro race. And personally, I can- 
not see how anyone could have 
thought that you were. 

I guess it aptly illustrates that 
comic book readers need to be a lit- 
tle more adult to emery aeeg 

ou're trying to say wit 5 
” iO STOWE 
Tonka Bay, Minn. 


Ionly wish that I could have taken 
the credit for writing a story as 
sensitive yet profoundly disturb- 
ing as ‘The Harvest.” 
BOB THORPE 
Mt. Holly, N.J. 


MORE RUDY NEBRES 
GET FRANK THORNE 
Man, I love Rudy Nebres’ art. Is 


there any chance you can get him 
to illustrate longer stories for 
1984? 
TITUS REEVES 
Cameron, Texas 


Because he is one of the most 
talented artists illustrating com- 
ies today, Rudy is very much 
sought after by all of the major 
comics publishers, Titus. He has 
Promised, however, to devote 
more of his time to filling the 
pages of the Warren magazines, 
so you will definitely see much 
more of his work in the near 
future. There’s a good chance 
many stories will be epics. 


If you guys up there at Warren are: 
so smart, howcum you haven't 
signed Frank Thorne to an exclu- 
sive ninety-nine year contract? 
His Red Sonja is the sexiest thing 
in comics. I can just imagine what 
he would do if turned loose in the 
sexually-liberated pages of 1984. 
AUSTIN REDDICK 
Afton, Virginia 


What is it with our readers? All of 
a sudden they become amateur 
psychics. We've been negotiating 
with Frank for the past several 
months, Austin. And we're happy 
to report that he will, as you say, 
be unshackled from the chains of 
censorship which have so merci- 
lessly bound him lo’ these many 
years. He will let loose his wildest 
fantasies within the pages of 
1984, in a brand new series entitl- 
ed GHITA! Watch for it this.sum- 
mer. It is indeed provocative! 
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EXPLORE THE FUTURE WITH PAST ISSUES OF 1984. 
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The legend of She-Who-Must-Be-Okay begins in pharaonic Egypt, in the year 

B.C. 1021, Kallikrates, son of Analyses and Prince of Egypt, is erecting a 

magnificent shopping mall when he is smitten by the etching of a beautiful girl 

slave published in the Scroll of Ra-Sisboom-Bah, a ribald parchment commis- 
sioned for the entertainment of Master Builders. 


Kallikrates by the beau- 
ty in the scroll, he begins taking the 
girl to the hot spots of Egypt. Over- 


The girl's name is Ayesha, 

and is not a slave but a priest- 

ess of Isis, and only posed for 

the Hand-maiden of the 

Month rollout for the extra 
piasters. 


oS +e. =f 
Tn the weeks to follow, Ayesha o m 
and Kallikrates become in- ¢ 


Steely ammatecte || Separable lovers, and gossip- 


i; . Giza crowd. 
i CB 


mongers buzz of their immi- 
nent marriage. 


a SPW a = 


Suma But the joy is not to last. Kallikrates is an unfaithful 
dolt, and becomes involved with another handmaiden, 
id named Amenartas, rousing the wrath of the insanely jam 


spared execution for her crime, and is instead ban- 
ished to the desert, to let the goddess Isis do with 
her what is her will. 


Jealous Ayesha. ; Va & 
& e, is & 


ering the two 
sharing a bed 
ha slays Kalli- 
irates with a venomed gy 
; Spear through the «| 
breastbone. 
ee AX ciOrE tye 4 


Finally, her trek ends in the remote hills of Kor. Nearly 
dead when she is found by hunters of the Amahagger 
tribe, they mistake her for their goddess of sex, and) 


Ayesha is immediately installed as divine ruler of their 
kingdom, and henceforth is treated in all wa 


a 
As a priestess of Isis, and thus holy, Ayesha is foe 


Author: JIM STENSTRUM/Dlustrator: ABEL LAXAMANA 
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For weeks, 
Ayesha wanders 
alone across 
Africa, barely|| 
eking susten- 
ance, only a 
nameless force 


immortal by means of dark magic, she waits in her 
mountain cave for the reincarnation of her lover \_p ._ 
Kallikrates to return to her. 


|P "Everyone has heard the story 
of Ayesha, Mr. Ginkelstein . . . 
the undying beauty all men yearn 
for, but no man save Kallikrates 
can have! But I always assumed 


of the Fan: 
tastic 


So that’s 
i the story, Asskickers. 
For 3,000 years Ayesha has waited 
for her murdered lover 


> ; the legend, but 

(Pome (Ta) as I hope to prove to }} 

a age you, that is also E Dh | 
Wik ! ‘As did I, Major, 

I came upon evidence which 
convinced me otherwise. Rest 
assured, I would not be organ- [/ 

izing this expedition if I Z 
were not certain of my fact: 


‘And what 
facts are those, 
Mr. Ginkelstein? Have 
you got her waiting 
in the car? 


ss 
ides. But I do know 
‘ef precisely where to find her. This 
fellow here, Mr. Bong, who I dis- 
4 covered during my months of 
research, can confirm 
what I say. 


J can promise you. I myself \ 


am a native of Kor, and for longer 
than memory serves, this treach- 
erous woman has dominated 


—~_our lives. 


Tam her single link 
with the outside world, 
and she allows me to leave 
only to expand her search 
for Kallikrates. 


She is alive and 
immortal and rules my 
homeland with an 
iron fist. 


So what's your 
interest in this expedition, 


\ Ginkelstein? Why do you 


wanna find She? 


Yeah ...! 
you're Ginkelstein 
the Ballbearing King. 
What's a wealthy fatcat like you 
want to go slogging around 
b the African jungle for? 


Because I am 
Kallikrates, Prince of 
Egypt . . . living Apollo slain 
by Ayesha and now reborn 


You doubt me! But I Further, I have the 
have proof! My ancestry has Scroll of Ra-Sisboom-Bah, 
been traced by experts to the 

early Egyptians and to 


\__Kallikrates himeelf, 63 : 


\ 


@ 


It has been three thousand 
Ayesha’s rival, who my years exactly since my ancestor was 
research uncovered, became killed. The time is right for Kallikrates 
pregnant during her final [jaa to make his return. And if 'm 
night with Kallikrates. not Kallikrates, nobody is! 


But how can this involve us, 5 ce 
Mr. Ginkelstein? We're professional WR Would you risk a change 
monster-extractors, and if you have no hx of routine for a trip to _ 

monsters for us to dispose of as anything you have ever Africa, and a $1,000,000 gift 


we can't help you! encountered to the Asskickers’ favorite 
4 =Y) a) charity? 


— 
What Mr. Ginkelstein 
wants are bodyguards. You 
people know the paranormal, 

and in the case he is not able 

to convince She of his 
genuiness, he may need 
your protection. 


I don't 
know .. . this is 
way out of 
routine for 
us. 


Sar 


Okay, Mr. Ginkelstein. 
We'll tag along, on the 
Ti condition you donate the money toward 
ZL research for a cure for the 4 
f plague of the zombies! 


There was no other 
choice, Mr. Ginkelstein. Because 
there's no way you're going to get your 
scroll back unless the boys get to 
see this woman in the 


What's 
the matter, 
Spring? Jungle got 

\ you a little 


So what Okay, 
do you think, folks. Just point 
Bong? Is Ginkelstein the 
reincarnation of_ 


He is convinced of it, 
even if I am not. But my 
wy{ mistress would deal harshly 
i with me if I did not bring 
him, at least for her 
to see. 


Oh 
look, guys! 
A kimono 
dragonfly! 


They're very A~<4 ~ 
ee ne / 
yy / 


Don’t do 
itt 


N-Not 


me to’em. I'm | 


of the 


J \kind. I've been to 
Disneyland dozens of |_», 
times. I know all 
about these jungle 


& 


| 


sy Ne 


cruises. 


My golly, this 
must be what high 
adventure is 
like. 


} For dinosaurs, of ~ 
course. I had this gun 
>| specially-made to drop an 
allosaurus at four 
hundred yards. 


Rex, there aren’t 
any dinosaurs left. 
At least not many! 


And those that 
there are, are in zoos 
hard to get to. 


DUCK, 


v 


(22 BRUNO! 


Proceeding inland, the group gathers 
native bearers and spearcarriers, and 
begins their trek to where no white men, 
and few black men, and, oh, maybe half a 
dozen orientals have ever gone before. 


‘The journey is long and perilous, tak- 

ing them deep into Africa's unexplored 

wilds, where at every turn they are met 
by snakes, crocodiles and man-eat- 
ing plants and Congorillas and fero- 
cious endangered species that would 
sooner eat your leg off as look at you: 


The safari presses on, fording moun- 
i climbing rivers, crossing 
rrow foot- 

on them, 


ly And not a moment 
to spare. We're almost [¢ 
out of native 
bearers. 


I thought this 

: ‘ ; place was supposed to be 
And losing many native bear a deep, dark secret! 
66 i 


es ), 


boldly averting ev 


. unflinching in th 


‘e and limb 


we have a nominal 
tourist trade, but it’s 
a pretty good secret. 


and 


the Amahagger, whi g 
loosely translated means, ff gaa \ 
“The People-Who-Lust- " 
y se) 
i BS! 


They are a good 
and generous people. 
But be wary. They 
are disgustingly loose 
of morals. 


get us some food 


right away. 


wa bop a loo bop a 
wa bam boom! 


(2 


fe Ss 


Just bring the 
hef's Surprise for 
everyone, Juju. 


T'm really going 
to like it here! 


eg 
) ‘No, let me order. 


Haha! Ol' Rex flies 
Mr. Havoc. They're off the handle at any... .! 
just trying to make you 
comfortable. They'll 


weapons. 


hear Springer say 
something? 


No need for embarrassment, 
boy. It is common here for a single 
woman to propose marriage in this 
manner to a man she fancies. But 

it means nothing if you do not 


Marriage!? 
But I don't even know the girl! . . . 
Never even asked her out! 


Goo Ob 
this is terrible! 


‘| 3 ? . She watches us now, 
but only rarely comes 
out for tourists. We must 
seek a special audience 
v 


¢ ay, ¢ 
b/ Bong, when do we 
get to see the 

Qi 


I could share your 

joke, gentlemen. But how 

couldn't tell you. In could you know this witch 

three thousand years, no | |who has oppressed my people 

=] man has ever had her. She for centuries? How could 

just pines away in her you know the tortures of 
mountain, waiting for her direful mountain . 

her lover to even sacrifices to Isi 


Ah! It's the girl’s 
parents. They have 


Had I 


an 
hour with her, boys. 
T'll give you your 


the opportunity 
I, uh... perhaps I've said 
too much. The huts 
have ears. 


older than communism.' 
It's a blowgun 


He's fine, Major. 
Honestly. It will be a 
growing experience 

F d 


for him. 


(2 


= 


The people are so 


friendly here. They have 


a smile for everyone! 


2s 
You mean, the 
P-P-People-Who-Lu: 

| After-The-Flesh, lust ~ 


after the . . . gulp! 
ks flesh!? 
Re 


What 
are ye doing, ye 
rebellious dogs? Dare }t 
ye disobey my royal 
a? 


We never et a / 
man we didn’t 


¥ 


T am trying to cure them of 
the unfortunate habit, but it’s 
been hard. Don't worry, though. 
They would never dare touch 
you with me around. 


Bong! I depend on thee to 
control your people. I will tolerate 
tourist in my realm, but I will not 

have them cooked and eaten! 


an accident, She. I 
knew not what these men were 
about. Pray be merciful with 
them, Oh Queen 

- die 


with these three 
before! ; 


I 

hereby pronounce 
| these wolves to be 
: dead. 


Cutteth 
; ——Tyy_the crap, Bong. 
er ae A ca \F “(Dia you bring back my 
gos | gang. She's the genuine’ /’ be to thee, Oh Queen, cigarettes and 


article. We've got a real tox awitt ana fair Parecncers? 
sorceress on our hands. judgement of--! 


DZ Aye. And 
Ky 1 have brought friends 
I, to meet you... from 


How do you 


Va do, ma’am? I have a Six 
some papers here I thank you'll ollars!? That's Rex! We don’t 
be interested in... affadavits...} | outrageous! I'm imow what we're 
geneological charts . . . ancient gonna kick her up against, 
artififacts. . .! No, wait . She-butt! 
that's my underwear! 


Yeah. 
What's it to 


Take these infidels and é: : in the Latin tongue. 


B/ beddeth them down. Visitor } , 1 ee And there is a 


! 
camping overnight is $6 per resemblance! 


person with meals extra. 


Bong, can it be so? At 
long last? After so many years 
of waiting? Bong, can it be... 

KALLIKRATES!? 


baboon, lest ye 
dampeneth the 
happiest day of 
mylife! 4 


S away, witch! 
My love! Don't go get- 
My love! I have 
found thee at 
last! 


of us. No matter. The spirit 
of Kallikrates still lives 

within you, and the Fire of : 

Life will bring it to B fee ena a 


away, fools! I warn 
you... Ihave gone too, 
long to be thwarted 
now ...! 


‘Minutes after She and Rex depart. 


Damn me! I thought She 
was just some hyperactive 
male fantasy. I should have 
been prepared for this! 
a Ta = 


A 
Y No, that 
is no good. The 
Great Cave is a 


tunnels and secret 
passages. Hasty 
pursuit will surély 
get you lost 
forever. 


I know another 
way into the cave, which 
will get us past Ayesha’ 

guards undetected. 


| 


ae ji 
But if we go, we must 
be prepared to kill her . 
for there is no other way 
we will possibly come out 
of that cave alive. 


And within Ayesha’s mammoth 
finding himself towed through a labyrinth of 


walls stained of ancient (and in some, not so 


ancient) blood. 


Past caves no man has 
seen the end of, down [= 
they go. Past sweat | ¥ 
shops where hundreds }-, 
toil, fashioning tourist jp 
souvenirs . . . bogus 

King Tut treasures, 
scarabs, statuettes. .. 
with cheap materials 

and spray-painted gola|® 


i Inside Ayesha’s private office (actually, office and| 


And finally winding 
ice. private bedchamber), Rex is shown to a seat. 


private o} 
arc 
and comput 
rooms 


‘my calls for the rest 
of the afternoon. I 
don’t want to be 
disturbed. 


dismissed, guard. 
Wait outside. 


Oh Isis, You have kept “@ Z 
Queen of tacts gerne) ‘and we = 


Mother of Dust, your 
obedient servant thanks 
thee for deliv my 
prince at last! 


You are home, 
my love. Your long journey 
is over. Three thousand years 
the gods have punished me : . . made 
me languish in this rathole! 
But at long last my vigil 
is at an end. 


‘Thou hast 
returned to me, 
Kallikrates! 


Vile sorceress! 
You won't destroy 
me with your dark 

magic! Try this 

barbecue on 
for size! 


But the godde 
didst leadeth me to this place . 
to Kor . . . and she promised that 
the reincarnation of my prince 
would one day return to me, in 
trade for some incidental 
sacrifices. 


‘Now at length 
thou hast returned. 
You are Kallikrates, 
my beautiful, strong 
‘one. You are my 
Lord. 


‘are yours, Great Isis, 
to serve thee until 
the end of time. 


~~ You want to kill 
‘me, but you cannot summon 
the strength to do so. You 
want only to obey me... 
to do my every 
bidding . . -! 


"Think to your past, my 
love. Back to the great wars 
putting slaves to the sword . . . 
looting cities and sacrificing 
virgins! Think hard. Do nat 
memories stir? 


Mmmm . . . nope. 
All I get is werewolves 
and monsters and stuff. We 
must be on different 


I see there 
is much you do not 
comprehend, my love. 
‘This will come when you have 
been completely reborn. 
But for now, I will 

tell you this story - 


was my lover ... 
a Prince of Egypt 
before I didst slay 
him in a jealous 
rage. For that I 
was banished to die 
in the desert. 


‘Ob, my brave 
one, how cruelly the 
gods do jest. They have 
given thee’a spoilt brain this 


\ lifetime. But fear not. The / 


Fire of Life will repair 
‘h. 


So happy 
we wi 5 
And you need 
never stray 
from me again .. . 
for I can satisfy 
you as no other 


» may 
“) precious! By magic ay 
Pean become all the 
women you would 


you see 
the glories that lay ahead 
for us? You will be tal, 
with many new wars and conquests 
ahead of you. And I will be 
at your side, to satisfy 
you in every way. Can you 
understand what I am 


me to shack up with 
you. Is thatit? 


Va Look upon me \ 
in my nakedness, 
man Rex. Behold what 
men for thousands of 
years have yearned 
td possess, yet which 
Thave saved only 
for you. 


plans 
to put him through 
the Fire of Life, to 


I'm very sorry. I wish 
\ things could have worked 
out better for you. 


She is the 
Queen of Witches, 
Major. She has had centuries 
to practice her sorcery. 
We will be food for the 
hyenas if we fail. 


can destroy 
her. 


aT appreciate 
that. 


I just want you 
to know, dearest, that ; 
although many men have lusted 
after me in our years apart, 
T have always remained 
faithful to thee. 


You see. . - ‘Then gaze upon the 
I'm not such an ogress, b/ bathwater .. . and see for your- Py 
am I? Tell me, loved one, I acit tha way we were. TO 
do you still remember centuries past, to a happier 
nothing of our past life time for both of us! 
together? 7 : 


Mmmmmm, 
let me : 
Nope! Nothing! 


And to the = Amenartas! ~ 
tragedy itself... when Joi cae vin on [she banos mel 
my wicked jealousy of the < back ct aie Why did Tnot see it? 
woman Amenartas did enrage village! Aoguracd Her. avat 
me, and I slew thee with astingly accurs 
a spear through the : her! 
breadbasket. , 


~ a 
Hiya, Brun 
We're talking 


there's Bruno! 
It's just like 
TV! 


along. Rex is in 

. some terrible 
Just Bong danger... I just 
and me go in, 2 


iknor 
Bruno. You hang 
Smeg gute =| 


of us getting 
on this fool mission, girl. 
Watch after Springer and 


Mr. Ginkelstein. See they 
don’t wind up in the stew- // 


pot while we're gone. 


The place we 
go lay just ahead. 
It is a simple stroll 
from my bedchamber, but 
to he who knows not the way, 
a year he might search 
and never find it. 


{The Fire of Life... 
the flame of immortality 
of very ancient legend. 
A Here is the spot where the / 
of the world : 
ly exist. 


for one minute that 
all I'm going to do 
is stand around and 
do nothing, he’s 
crazy. 


the lower levels. 
Are you ready? 


My golly, this 
is getting interesting, 
is it not? 


M/ Beyond this 
door lay what no 
{ mortal eyes have ever seen. 
Only the chosen may 
enter here. 


‘always been here . 
fashioned by the gods 
at the dawn of time . 
and now ours alone 
to betake of. 


L The flame is S] 


hot yet, but soon it 
will be’cool and pleasant 
and we will be able 
to enter it. 


Foreia the 
lace I repair mysel : 
peribdically.. +. to Potaial my Approach me, 
outhful beauty. Here is allikrates. secret chambe! 
the place the man Rex will Be at m: a WH 
become the immortal . 
Kallikrates. 


Bong? My 
trusted one? For 
what purpose doest 
thee blaspheme this 

_hallowed place? 


We've come i 
toad wore oes eae he inteuaerel 
’ life, Witch Queen . . . = 
Han; that the people of Kor 


tight, Rex. 
We'll have you may be free at last of 


rescued in a 
second. 


Speak not | 
to me of my subjects! 
They are but cringing 
dogs put here in my 
service. 


Dy 


ik out! 


as : = 5 x 
TILDE ESI : | Aa inger! 
Ginkelstein he st Aoi ; “pS you! ‘Quick! Reis” 
located the ; | 1 in terrible trouble! 
Springer We need you! 
I've tried 
and I've tried, but 
it just doesn’t figure. 
Even with the reduced 
clothing allowance, I 
can’t work it out. 


WH 


I'm just not making enough \/ And probably Lars and lava or java? 
money to support a family. || Bong by now! We have 
T'm a married man to go after them Siopl Dombs 
¢ right away! 7 _, sorecress! By the | \) “el 
Maybe ghost of Cotton Mather, \ 74 
Ioan drive a ’ ill is mine! "Ti 
cement truck...or\(< 4 Z 
go into business | ‘bane to all witches! 
‘with my father- tj You are in my 
Taw. , ~\__ power, Ayesha! 


= 3 
Bruno, I've 7 4 Snap out of pe Lava? What? 
gotta quit the Asskickers. it! Rex is in trouble! w- $ Did she say 


Salt! And 

cold iron! You are \¥ 
a helpless slave 

\ to my command, 


Better 
yet, throw them 
into the lava. 


Springer! . 
What the hell Just let me 
are you garbling AF clear it with the 
wife first. 


Perhaps - . - 


working! P 
A , perhaps it would 
Think of some: be wiser to wait. 


thing better ; BM | re Swat be a clea 
ple 
Fast! : > enough matter to 
dispose of you 


hs tere 


Release them, 


Ayesha! 

Think what you're doing! 
Would Isis want blood 
spilled on this happy 
occasion? 


c= 
Better give up while you 
can, Ayesha. We Americans are a 


LY \ brave race who fear nothing . . . 
‘ not even the gods. 
F 7 7 


If you harm one of us, many 
pony soldiers will come, with hooves 
that shake the earth, grinding you 

= underfoot! 


that she will not fight 
with you for him? 


too late for 


Where is the No matter! A 
thinketh so little of her lover nr es \ ale 


) 


Come forth, 
Oh Kallikrates. 
Bathe in the 
fire and take thy 
place among the 
pharaohs. 


She's madder than 


Ithought. 4 The Fire of life , 
a j is ready! And no matter 
\ a what this man was to your 


world, today he becomes my 
ikrates again! 


iin 


cursed dogs! If 

More the wretched Amenartas 

intruders!? Come is with you, stand away 
forward! Is the before I blast ye 
woman Amenartas where thou art! 


I want 
my man back, 
Ayesha! Let’s see 
how immortal you 
are against a 
dinosaur gun! 


2 2) 

How delightfully 
absurd! A human-made 
weapon against one who is 
nearly a goddess! You will 
make this a truly 


Suddenly, Ginkelst 
flies into action. 


b-be enough of that. 
I want to talk 
to you... now! 


~ Wouldst thou 
slay me a second 
time, Ayesha? 


WY, Ihave been mocked 

\{ for the final time! I will 

tear you to pieces with 
my bare hands! 


Little fool! 
That I should 
have suffered 
three millenia 

because of you. 
How many times! 
Thave damned 
myself that I 
did not Jill you 
instead of 
Kallikrates! 


For every 
time I have wished 
that I killed you, 
Amenartas, you will 
now experience 
that agony . . .! 


Now you listen 
to me, doggone it! 
Tam Kallikrates 
reborn, and Ihave 
the facts to back 
me up. Look at 
these papers... ! 


stein! He really 
was Kallikrates 


Rex! Get away 
from there! 


Please, my 
love, I must hear 


/ from your lips that 


you forgive me for 
killing you those 


\_centuries ago. 


Ihave 
already forgotten 
the matter, dear 

Ayesha. 


Down, 


/~ everybody, 


et down! 
UICKLY!! 
, 


mow! Something 
is amiss with 


Groan! 
What the 
hell is goin! on 
around here . . .? 


equipment? Disgraceful . . . 
out of repair for ages. 
This tank of Immortality 
Gas has gone stale! 


y 


81 


So q 
Coit, friend. Here’s 
ping you and your people 
can make a better future 
for yourselves, now that 
Ayesha is gone 
forever. 
Thank you, 
Major. Now that the 
Witch Queen is dead, my people 
are free to seek the outside 


it, Rex? Feeling 
~ ++ plus tax! { bad about not being 
pharoah 


getting “7 


Sorry 
about the lava 
business, Lara. Little 


boys. This 
will be sold at auction, 


D 


You don't (¢ 
leave us 


> Rex, \ A 
the only en wiio —Z 


knows . . : who's gotten 
close enough to Ayesha 
in centuries . . . you 


gotta tell us... 
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